corner of a class-room. Though bis dark bead was bent over a book, I was aware that a lively pair of eyes were keeping a sly look-out. ISTow and then something scandalous would happen in that corner, but the keenest observation would show nothing more suspicious than a boy, with an expression of cherubic innocence, bending over a book. Naturally I was attracted toward that boy, and before long we became very good friends. As the friendship developed, it became evident that the lad had many characteristics, which were not visible to the average observer, and perhaps not even to his own parents. 
